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AND MAY 


THE GODS OF 
PAIN TAKE PITY 
ON IT... 


HUNTERS, x~S 
FATE HAS BEEN 
KIND. THERE’S SOME 
KIND OF FUNNY-LOOKIN Co 
CREATURE APPROACHING... 


SKIN IT. 


& % 
I WANT THE " “o. o> 
FUR. HOLD IT } tae w a ¢ 
DOWN WHILE I S/S Ace , Bg 


GRRRRRR 


={ MOTHER OF 
~ PAIN, WHAT /S 
IT? 


YY 


eae 
¢ ZAS < 
LB 


I DIDN 
ASK FOR A BLOODY 
HISTORY LESSON, 
GRANDDAD. 


a —<$————— a 


| 


UNDERSTAND? 
YOU MADE ME 
DO THIS! 


REST, 
DEX-STARR. 
YOU WILL 


AA \' 


ee 


a r on / 


N 
\\ 
SS 


INTIMATIONS 


OF A FATAL 
WEAKNESS. 


IF ONLY You 
WERE ALIVE, KRONA. 
HOW EASY THAT 
WOULD MAKE THINGS. 
HOW TERRIBLE AND 
PURE MY RAGE 
WOULD BE. 


IN MANY WAYS... 
WE ARE LIKE 
LOVERS. 


T AM MARRIED 


TO YOU IN MY RAGE, 
KRONA. MARRIED FOR ALL 
TIME. YOU SLAUGHTERED 
. MY PEOPLE. 


— 


Lf) + “4, S 


AND LIKE A 
LOVER, I AM JEALOUS. 
YOU WERE MEANT TO BE 

MINE. BUT ANOTHER 

TOOK YOU. 


7. THE GREEN LANTERN 
NAMED HAL JORDAN. HE 
STOLE YOU FROM ME/ 


I WOULD 
MAKE A BLOOD 
PROPHECY TO 
UNDERSTAND 
WHERE ALL THIS 
MIGHT END. 


BUT SINCE 


a il 

== ae mt 

MY VENGEANCE | | 
FOREVER DENIED. | | 
= - a Z 3 7 

= “ g ye 


—_ 


a ak SS 


A NEARBY 
FEVER POD 
EXPLODES. 


LE LAY AY ///// 
, YET Z 
UNABLE TO FACE 
THE FUTURE. j 
/ Wy THE PAIN. 
UNBEARABLE. IT’S 
HAPPENING. 
WZ 


My FEELINGS OF (Q 


MALAISE I HAVE 


BEEN UNWILLING. & 


HOW IRONIC, A 
MAN SCARRED BY 
THE PAST. 


FERTA! \~ 
FERTA? IT’S 
_ ME. _/ 


DADDY! 
DADDY! 
MUMMY WAS 


TAKE THE \ 
CHILDREN 


E NEXT, 


TH F . S EVEN MY 
GONE. GONE |) | | : ‘ DAUGHTER’S 


RAG DOLL... 
FOREVER. QUICKLY BURNT 
TO DUST IN MY 
HANDS. 


THERE’S 
'| NOTHING LEFT. 
NOTHING BUT 
PAIN... 


BUT ANGER. 


GRANDDAD... 


HE WAS AN OLD 
MAN. WHO COULD 
DO SOMETHING 
LIKE THIS? 


, THE WORLD’S FULL 
OF PEOPLE WHO COULD 
~@ DO STUFF LIKE THIS, BRO. 
THAT’S SOMETHING 


I LOOKING 
AT? 


SCRAPES. 
ON HIS 
A KNUCKLES. 


OKAY, SO HE FOUGHT 


BACK. GOOD FOR HIM. 
BUT WHAT DIFFERENCE 
DOES IT MAKE? 


I 
SEVENTY-THREE- 
YEAR-OLD PENSIONER 
CAN PUT UP A FIGHT, 
SO CAN WE. 


RAY, LEAVE 
THIS TO THE 
POLICE. 


WHERE 
THE HELL WERE 
YOU ANYWAY? HE 
ASKED FOR 
YOU. 


y I TRIED TO 
GET HERE BUT...BUT 
7 THE TRUTH IS I...HAD 
A REALLY IMPORTANT 
THESIS TO HAND IN. 


A THESIS? A 
THESIS IS MORE 
IMPORTANT THAN 

YOUR OWN 
GRANDFATHER? 
HE RAISED US, HE 
WAS A FATHER 

TO US! , 


THIS ISA 
HARD TIME, YOU 
WON’T MAKE IT ANY 
EASIER BY TRYING 
TO MAKE ME FEEL 
GUILTY. 


=, 
SO SUFFERING... 


THE FEVER 
PASSES. IT 


/ DID You 
SEE THAT, 
HATED 


~ DID YOU 
ENJOY THE 

SPECTACLE OF 
MY AGONY? 


A DEAD 
BODY THAT BLEEDS. 
A UNIVERSE THAT 
REVEALS ITS 
SECRETS. 


I SACRIFICE 
THE DARK BLOOD 
SHOW ME GUARDIAN TO YOU, 
WHAT LIES AHEAD ,__ UNIVERSE. 
FOR ATROCITUS... 
AND THE RED 
LANTERNS. 


RETRIBUTION. I SHALL 
BE AN INSTRUMENT 
OF VENGEANCE. 


MUST TAKE. 


HAS BEEN STOLEN 
FROM ME. 


DEATH, AND WORSE... 


Kop HORT, 
I’LL NEED MY RED 
LANTERNS. 
cn. .2 Lb 
Up 7 
i] ve 


S/: 
faa Het 


RRAGGGE.... 
AT... YSMAULT... 


BUT I \ 
S| WONDER. Mas X 
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DO MY RED \ 

i LANTERNS NEED | | WiND 4 
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“YOU KNOW 
THE SCALE OF THE 
UNIVERSE. THE VAST 

CONFUSION OF 
COMPETING RAGES 
THAT IT CONTAINS...” 


-.HOW AM I, 
ATROCITUS, TO FULFILL 


MY MISSION...TO SEEK 
JUSTICE FOR SUCH A 
CACOPHONY? 


HICH 
INJUSTICE SHOULD 
MY RED LANTERN CORPS 
ANSWER FIRST? IS SOME 
RAGE MORE WORTHY 
THAN OTHERS? 


DOES 
7 SOME PAIN... 
DEMAND GREATER 
VENGEANCE? 


0oO YOU 
REMEMBER 
GHAN IX, 
KRONA? 


ITISA 
PLANET ENGULFED 
IN RAGE. IT IS THE 
UNIVERSE IN MINIATURE. 
CONFLICT. PAIN. 
HEARTACHE... 


I'M CERTAIN 
YOU'VE FOLLOWED ITS 
EVOLUTION SINCE THE 
DAYS YOU WERE ONE 
OF THE GUARDIANS OF 

THE UNIVERSE. 


I WAS 
JUST SAYING 
THAT WHEN YOU 
GET TO KNOW 

THEM-- 


ALL I WANT TO 
DO IS STAY ALIVE. 
I’VE GOT A WIFE AND 
A TWO-YEAR-OLD 
DAUGHTER THAT I 
WANT TO SEE AGAIN. 
I DON’T EVEN THINK 
WE SHOULD BE 
HERE. 


MAYBE 
YOU SHOULD BE 
DOWN THERE 
FIGHTING WITH 
THEM. 


REMEMBER RRAHAMM? 
REMEMBER WHAT THEY 
DID TO HIM? 


THEY’RE 
NOT ALL \,) 

LIKE THAT, J 4 
HARR. 


HERE AND IT’S 
GETTING-- 


LET’S GO, 
KNAPP! PLACE 
IS INFESTED 
WITH YOUR 
FRIENDS. 


( THEYRE 
5 NOT MY FRIENDS, 
YOU MORON. Jima fie 


COME ON, MAN. 
WHY AREN’T WE 
MOVING? 


5 O“CLOCK. 
MIGHT BE 
HOSTILES. 


Y-YOU/RE RIGHT. 
THEY’RE DIRECTLY, 
BELOW US. 


WELL, I’M 
SURE. COME ON, 
KNAPP. LET’S DO 

THIS FOR RRAHAMM, 
FOR ALL THE 
OTHERS... 


RIXX, STOP PLAYING 
WITH THAT THING 
AND HELP US WITH 
THE WOOD. 


YOU’RE 
NOT MY PAPA, 
ARKKON. YOU 
CAN’T TELL Hp 
ME WHAT TO 
bo. 


I’M NOT COMFORTABLE 
WITH THIS, HARR. I’M JUST 
NOT SURE. THEY COULD 
BE HOSTILES. 


WE’VE 
Y_ BEEN SITTING UP HERE \ 
GETTING SHOT AT FOR TWO 
WEEKS. AND NOW FINALLY 
\ WE’VE GOT SOME OF THEM 
\ IN THE OPEN AND YOU’RE 
: NOT SURE? 


WAIT! 
THEY’VE GOT 
WEAPONS! 


Se 


~- = 


zy, oN SY Siz 


FINALLY 
GOTUS SOME ee 
PAYBACK FOR WHAT | 7+ 
THOSE BASTARDS /7\\\ 
HAVE BEEN DOING 
OuUS. _ 


—~ 
— 
SS 


-ARKKON...? 


= 
Kid SOMETIMES 
AMID THE —— 
CACOPHONY OF § 
RAGE COMES A » 
VOICE. J 


IT’S THE 
SCREAM OF THE 
VICTIM. OF THE 

HURT. 


OF THE 
WORTHY. 


WE_ SHOULD 
HAVE GOT cee 
BEEN MORE.. 
DEFINTE. 


Bi 
AND LET 
THEM TAKE US 
[ DOWN? WE FOLLOWED 
j THE RULE-BOOK. WE HAD 


WORTHY 
ANOTHER? 


SHOOT! 
Timm SHOOT, DAMN 


, ITS 
MOVING...SO 
FAST... 


THE PHOTONS AND 
HIGH-EXPLOSIVES SEND 
SHOCK WAVES THROUGH 
MY NERVOUS SYSTEM. 


IT IS THE MEMORY 
OF THAT SCREAM 
THAT WAKES ME. | 


OH SIX. REQUEST > 
BACKUP. ONE SLIDER | __ 
DOWN, UNDER ATTACK - 


FROM UNIDENTIFIED 
CREATURE... 


SOMETHING 
ABOUT IT... 
BRINGS ME 
CLOSER... 


= CLOSER TO 
SS WHAT I MYSELF 
Fee 7 


ALL THOSE 
EONS AGO 
ON RYUT. 


: HE 
HANCE...BUT I 
e ALWAYS THOUGHT [og 
>" \""L...E HAD SO a 
4 MUCH TIME. G 


TWENTY YEARS 
OLD/ HE HADN’T EVEN 
STARTED LIVING, YOU 

VICIOUS, UGLY 

MONSTER--/ 


you 
CALL ME A 


A DON'T BE 
MONSTER? DECEIVED, 


YUEVER. 


IAM 
NOT THE 
MONSTER. 


NS 


THIS? THIS IS 
YOUR WORK. DOES 
IT MAKE YOU PROUD? TO 
SLAUGHTER UNARMED 
> CHILDREN? 4 


B-BUT I...I THOUGHT THEY 
WERE HOSTILES. WE BOTH 
THOUGHT THEY WERE... 
HOSTILES. 


I SAW 
WEAPONS. 
TH-THEY WERE 
CARRYING 
WEAPONS... 


T AM AN 
INSTRUMENT OF 
JUSTICE. I WILL 

WREAK VENGEANCE 
ON BEHALF OF THE 
DEFENSELESS. 


I WAS 
SURE... THEY WERE ! 
CARRYING... y I AM THE 
LEADER OF THE 
RED LANTERN 
CORPS. 


BUT I...I 
REALLY THOUGHT THEY 
WERE HOSTILES. I MADE 
A MISTAKE. A T-TERRIBLE 
MISTAKE. 


THE PAIN 
IS IDENTICAL, 
THEREFORE THE 
PUNISHMENT IS 
THE SAME. 


I...I HAVE 
A WIFE AND A SMALL 
DAUGHTER. KILL ME 
AND...AND YOU/LL BE 
DESTROYING THEIR 
LIVES TOO. 


THE BLAME FOR 
THIS IS YOUR 
OWN. 


WHO 
WILL BE AN 
INSTRUMENT OF 
JUSTICE FOR 
THEM? 


UNCOMPLICATED. 
TRUE. 


THE RAGE MOST 
WORTHY OF 
VENGEANCE. 


THE DOLL. 


MY POOR 
CHILD... 


RYUT. 


ANOTHER 
DOLL. 


ANOTHER 
TIME. 


- 
cs 


DSO LONG 
AGO. 


M-MY 
BROTHERS. 
TH-THEY-- 
THEY KILLED-- 
THEY KILLED 
THEM... 


Ny 


i ‘= ‘. Weg, . : HER RAG 
PERHAPS... ~~ JK, S AD 7 
PERHAPSI SHOULD BZ Ur) NN 
TAKE THIS CHILD BACK [aaa 
TO YSMAULT. 


= 
MIGHT HELP ME 
j REMEMBER 
d , \ , WHAT IS MOST 
; ts \ WORTHY OF MY 
Tem “ RETRIBUTION. 
er —eL” im ' — 
ye | MIGHT HELP ME ; y 
REMEMBER... 
WHO TI AM. 


a 


I MEAN 
YOU NO HARM, 
CHILD. Ti. Ds 


4 AG . RSD YSMAULT. A 
4 a PLANET I SHARE 
A y WITH MY RED 
4\ ) LANTERNS. THOSE WILD, 
UNTHINKING 


CREATURES. 


BUT A CHILD 
REMINDS ME... 
ae | THAT SOME RAGE 

«| IS MORE WORTHY 
/} OF VENGEANCE 


GHAN IX WAS INDEED 

in THE UNIVERSE IN 
MINIATURE. CONFLICT. 

PAIN. HEARTBREAK. 


DAS e THAN OTHERS. 


ME THAT IT IS 
INDEED A 
COMPLEX 
UNIVERSE. 


‘ =~, ( . \ ) i \, 
A CACOPHO! > id ? 
. . x AND A DYING 
OF RAGE. YY) Z : AN “il MAN REMINDED 


I BELIEVE... 
THAT IF I AM 
TO FULFILL 
MY MISSION... 
I WILL NEED 
ASSISTANCE. 


THE KIND THAT 


NEITHER WILD 
CREATURE...NOR 
FRIGHTENED 
CHILD...CAN 
OFFER ME... 


OSD TO FACE THE 
CHALLENGES OF THIS 
VAST UNIVERSE...I WILL 
SURELY REQUIRE 
INTELLIGENT HELP...” 


*...1S WHICH 
ONE DOT 


CHOOSE?” 
oh 


X 


THEREFORE... 
I HAVE DECIDED, 
KRONA. 


ITISA 
RISK, I KNOW... BUT 
I WILL INCREASE THE 
CONSCIOUSNESS OF ONE 
OF MY RED LANTERNS. T 
WILL BRING ONE OF THEM 
TO BE ALMOST MY 
EQUAL. 
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I Ww "LU LUCK. 
THE PAIN WILL BE 
INTENSE. 


IT’S WORKING. THE 
GLUTINOUS LIQUIDS OF 
YSMAULT ENTERING 

HER BRAIN. 


— 


-. 


OLD NEUROLOGICAL 
PATHWAYS. FORGING 
NEW ONES. 


EMEMBER HOW : 
GRABBED HER AND 
THREW HER INTO THE 
BLOOD OCEAN. THE 


ws 
S BRIEF AND VIOLENT 
STRUGGLE. 


WAS NO POINT IN MY 
ASKING IF SHE 
WANTED THIS. 


Wf _ a 
He CO 


ONE WITH SUFFICIENT 
MENTAL CAPACITY. 


- THE 
suito Ons TAUGH. 


™ dy MOTHER'S 
J HELPLESSNESS. 


AND NOW THE 
HORRORS OF RANK. | HE THOUGHT 
BUT THERE IS MORE. f I WAS TOO 
I KNOW THERE IS f ARROGANT. 
MORE. y — 


i Gerkscusal 
one | 


DON’T 
YOU WORRY, 
GRANDDAD... 


BLOODY 
FOOL! YOU’LL 
END UP IN 
PRISON! 


My 


BROTHER? WH-WHAT 


I’VE HAD 
ENOUGH OF YOU, 
RAYMOND. MAKING 
OUT I’M SOME KIND |} 
OF...OF UNCARING 


YOU GIVE A DAMN, 


HAPPENED TO 
GRANDDAD, DON’T 
YOU EVE 


MONSTER! 


GO \ 
ON, HIT ME. 
IT’LL DO YOU 
5 GOOD. LV 


DIFFERENCE 


BETWEEN US IS... | 


YOU’RE TOO MUCH 
OF A COWARD TO 
ADMIT IT. 


—~ 
, } 
ey 
I..0L 
DON’T WANT 
TO HIT YOU. 
GETTING ANGRY... 
ISN’T GOING TO 
~ MAKE THINGS 
: 


YOU'RE 
ANGRY WITH ME 
FOR FORCING YOU 
TO UNDERGO THE 
TRANSFORMATION... 


PERHAPS. 
BUT I GAVE 
YOU BACK YOUR 
INTELLECT. 


AN UGLY y 
GODFORSAKEN 
WASTELAND. 


1 T-VE NEVER \e 
REALLY SEEN } 


BUT YOU NOW 
HAVE THE INTELLIGENCE 
TO APPRECIATE HOW 
MUCH YOU HAVE To | 

THANK ME FOR. 


YOU CLEARLY 


STILL THINK I’M 


I CAN SEE 
THE GREATER 


S| UNDERSTANDING 


WHAT I 
UNDERSTAND IS... 
THAT WAS NO ACT 

OF ALTRUISM. _/ 


YOU HAD 
YOUR OWN SELFISH 
REASONS FOR PUTTING 
ME THROUGH THE 
TRANSFORMATION. 


\( GET OVER IT, 
BLEEZ. WE ALL 
HAVE TO. 


NOW HELP 
ME STOP MY 
RED LANTERNS 
D\ SQUABBLING. 


WHILE I WAS 
RAGING, IN A MAD 
FEVER...I HARDLY 

FELT A THING. 
— 


MY MINDLESS 
FRENZY COCOONED 


ME...FROM ALL 
THOSE TERRIBLE 
= MEMORIES. 


WHY HAVE 
YOU BROUGHT 
ME _BACK HERE, 
ATROCITUS? 


IT 
IS YOUR HOME 
PLANET. 


I RECENTLY 
DISCOVERED 
P| SOMETHING ABOUT 
4) THE MEMBER OF THE 
SINESTRO CORPS 
WHO BECAME YOUR 
UNWANTED 
SUITOR. 


WHAT DOES IT 
{ MATTER? I KILLED 


USED TO BE AN 
ENTERTAINMENT SATELLITE, 
SOMETIMES FREQUENTED BY 

THE SINESTRO CORPS. 
GAMBLING, PROSTITUTION, /@ 
AND MORE REFINED / 
PLEASURES... 


=r ES 
re a) 


“ONE NIGHT TWO |/: 
MEN FROM HAVANIA |7 
WERE THERE. : 
THIS WAS 
UNUSUAL, YOU PEOPLE 
GENERALLY THINK YOU’RE 
TOO GOOD TO MIX WITH [ 
LESSER RACES.” 


IT WILL ‘ 
BE WORTH IT, 


WE SPEAK OF IS ‘ 
BREATHTAKING. HER SKIN 
ALMOST TRANSPARENT. 
EYES SO LUSCIOUS YOU 
COULD DROWN IN THEM. 
AND HER BODY... 


SHE’S MUCH Y I TRIED MYSELF ON SECOND 
MORE THAN BUT SHE TURNED 7 Qh SECOND. 
THAT. SHE IS , ME DOWN. YOU, BE WASTING HIS 
PURE. THOUGH, HAVE A TIME, BARON GHAZZ. 
REPUTATION FOR HE DOESN’ VE 


ESN’T HA . 
GETTING WHAT WINGS. SHE’LL THINK 
YOU WANT. HENS BENRATH 


SHE’LL 
PROBABLY FIND YOU 
REPELLE: 


YOU TURNED : 
DOWN MANY SUITORS. 
YOU CRUSHED MANY 
HOPES. MOST OF 
YOUR FAILED LOVERS 
CRAWLED OFF TO LICK 
THEIR WOUNDS. 


COUNT LIB 
AND BARON GHAZZ 
WERE DIFFERENT. 
THEY WANTED 

» REVENGE. 


I...L LET THEM DOWN 
AS GENTLY AS ermal 


THIS IS A GREAT 
OPPORTUNITY, BLEEZ. TO 
EXACT RETRIBUTION... FROM 
THOSE RESPONSIBLE FOR 

YOUR MISFORTUNES. 4 


COUNT 
LIIB... BARON 
GHAZZ... 


YOU WANT 
MY HAND? PLEASE, 
I WOULD RATHER BE 
BURIED ALIVE AND 
EATEN BY BLIND 
SLUGS THAN SPEND 
ONE Oc WITH 


I DIDN'T 
BRING YOU HERE 
$0 I COULD WATCH 
YOU WEEP AT 
YOUR MOTHER'S 
TOMB. 


A RED LANTERN 
SHOULD HAVE NO TIME 
FOR SENTIMENTALITY. 


BE QUIET 
OR TAKE YOUR 
‘| GRATING VOICE AND 
\ FOUL BREATH 
OUTSIDE. 


I AM NOT SOME 
STUTTERING SUITOR 
TO BE DISMISSED. 
TALK TO ME LIKE 
THAT AGAIN... 


\ 


{ ..ANDYouR |= 
\ EDUCATION ENDS 
HERE. 


7 _ LADY BLUUZ, 
GRANDCHILD OF 
PRINCE YIIQI. 
FAITHFUL WIFE OF | 
LORD RECCO. SLAIN 
BYADOG FROM JaMy/ 
THE SINESTRO 
CORPS. 


] é = 
Ti mnie ae 


P-PLEASE... 
Y-YOU OF ALL 
PEOPLE... 
APPRECIATE THE 


IMPORTANCE OF 
HE DEAD. 


ISN’T 
YOUR ENTIRE 
EXISTENCE... BUILT 


YOU OLD 
FOOL. IT WAS YOUR 
CONSTANT EFFORTS AT 
ETTING ME MARRIED-OFF 
S\ THAT LED TO ALL MY 
MISFORTUNES. 


ALL 
RIGHT, I’M 
QUITE DONE 
HERE. 


GOOD, BLEEZ. 


| CHANGED. TURNED 
INTO SOME KIND OF 
\ CREA 


I DON’T KNOW, 
BUT I WISH I’D 
BEEN THERE. 
WHEN HE TORE 
HER WINGS 
OFF. 


I THINK 
WE SHOULD LEAVE 
IT MUST FOR MY COUNTRY 
HAVE BEEN SO... ESTATE. 
DELICIOUS. 


E 
BEAUTIFUL 
j ‘| PROUD 
BLEEZ... 


y/ 


I SHOULD 
HAVE KILLED 
HER AS SOON AS 
SHE oe 


FACED THE 


EXECUTIONER? 


THAT GIRL 
NO LONGER 
EXISTS. 


EXCELLENT. 
YOU'VE CLEARLY 
LEFT NONE OF 
YOUR BRUTALITY 
IN THE BLOOD 
OCEAN. 
T-TORE 
HIS HEAD OFF. 
BARON GHAZZ... 
SHE TORE... 


P-PLEASE. 
IT...IT WAS YOUR 
B-BEAUTY THAT MADE 
US DO WHAT WE DID. 
WE WERE ALL 
VICTIMS...O-OF YOUR 
CRUEL BEAUTY. 
S-SPARE ME... 


I’LL SPARE 


4 THE 
VENGEANCE OF THE 
RED LANTERNS MUST } 
BE PITILESS. i 


a F 


AS PITILESS. 
AND MORE 
\ SUBTLE. fe 


LEFT ME WITH 
THE MIND OF A 


4 RAGING BEAST... 


LIKE THE 
OTHERS. 


‘THEY SEEMED TO LISTEN 
TO HER. IT’S AS THOUGH 
SHE HAD SOME KIND OF 
HOLD OVER THEM. 


*“I MUST CONFESS, 
I WAS IMPRESSED. 
ENCOURAGED. 


“THEN HER HEAD TURNED 
AND I SAW HER FACE. HER 
EXPRESSION. A SMILE, 

SELF-SATISFIED. 


“KNOWING. ” 


oe A 
:fe@.° 
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SKALLOX/ 


A WASTELAND. 
a BLEAK. ) 
[ BLEAK. | sith 
FA a 
_ | POISONED. | 4 iit 
a ie 


~ 


O¢...ITUS... 
amy 


I SAID 
I WANTED 
TO TALK. 


I'VE SEEN... 
THE KNOWING 


you 
KNOW WHO 
I'M TALKING 
ABOUT, NOW 
THINK. 


N \\ 


N VT \\ 


WX \ NN \\ \ 
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\\\\ 


If) 7 


Wi 


Yyfp, 


Wy 


/, 
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SKALLOX... 
RRRAGE... 
GGNNNNN... 
SKALL...OX... 
GNNNNN... 


WHAT‘S 
THE USE? 
NAPALM RACES 
THROUGH 
SKALLOX’S 
BRAIN. 


NEVER GET AN 
INTELLIGENT 
ANSWER OUT 

OF HIM. 


y, / 


a ‘* 
HE BLOOD, 
INDS US. 


FOR A RED LANTERN 
TO COMMUNICATE. 


o 


a! OOD 
LIKE OUR RAGE, 
Bi 


. IT GIVES ME 
THE CLARITY |S 
I NEED. 


>= 
~ 


UGHHHH... 
GHGHGH... 
ATROCITUS. 
WE MUST... 


UGHH... ‘ 
ATROCITUS... 
KILL...POSSIBLE... | 
GNNN 


WE...ATROC... 
ATROCITUS...GHH... 
HHH... 


ABOUT ME? 


/ 


Kid 
—~ “ATROCITUS. 
KILL. POSSIBLE.” 


YOU 
EXPANDED MY 
INTELLIGENCE SO 
THAT I MIGHT GIVE 
YOU ADVICE. WELL, MY 
ADVICE IS NOT TO 
DO THIS. 


s =I 
. Se ces 
SWE MUST,” me 
SHE SAID. 


————— 


--SKALLOX 
GOES INTO 
THE BLOOD 
OCEAN! 


’ V 
DO WE’RE ALL ENTERING THE BLOOD 
YOU KNOW_ DAMAGED. TRAUMATIZED. OCEAN...IT FORCES 
WHAT YOU’RE OTHERWISE WE WOULDN'T \ US TO RELIVE OUR 
DOING? BE WEARING THESE RED TRAUMA. 
RINGS OF RAGE. 


BECAUSE OF 
MY IMPECCABLE 
BREEDING I WAS ABLE 
TO EMERGE FROM THE 
SHOCK OF THESE 
TERRIBLE MEMORIES. 
BUT EVEN I VERY 
NEARLY DIDN/’T 
MAKE IT. 


YOU MIGHT 
HAVE KILLED 
OR CONDEMNED TO 
MADNESS. THREE OF 
OUR MOST VALUABLE , 
a Ww RED LANTERNS. 


ATROCITUS.” IT 
HEARD HER. D/D 
I HEAR HER? 


OUR RED 
LANTERNS, 
BLEEZ? 


I THOUGHT 
THEY WERE 
MINE. 


= Ss 
= 71 


CRAZED MAD # 
DOGS. 


OF TERRIBLE 
VENGEANCE. 


HW) 


FA 2UM OF 
RAGE. BUT MAYBE 
SHE’S RIGHT. 


On ae 


AVI 
TO COME OUT OF 
THE BLOOD OCEAN. 


4 


MY NAME IS 


RATCHET. IVXXX UNIT, 
EAST D-POD 567. I HAVE 
EXCHANGED GENETIC 
MATERIAL TWICE, SOME 


FORTY YEARS AGO. SS YES, I KNOW WHAT 


a THE HOLY VOICE OF 
BRRAX (LONG MAY HE 


I HAVE MANY 
SO-CALLED FRIENDS. 
BUT HOW MEANINGFUL 

IS A FRIENDSHIP 
BASED ON MACHINES, 
SCI-PATHY AND 
HOLOGRAMATORY? 


MOST DISEASE HAS 
YEARS OLD. THE 
a BEEN ERADICATED. 
g PRIME OF MY LIFE. j ee CRIME EXISTS MAINLY 


BUT THERE MUST 4 
BE MORE THAN f[ yy ON A PHILOSOPHICAL 


WE OWE OUR TREMENDOUS 
LONGEVITY TO BRRAX AND 
THOSE EARLY PIONEERS 
OF ISOLATION. 


AND I CAN SEE 
WHY ANY PHYSICAL CONTACT 
MUST BE ILLEGAL. WHY THE 
PUNISHMENT FOR INFRINGEMENT 
OF THE SACRED LAW MUST 
BE HARSH. 


EVEN SO, I 
WANT TO MEET 
PEOPLE. 


SEEMS THERE ARE | 
| PEOPLE WHO WANT 
TO MEET ME. 


IT HAS TAKEN 
ME AND MY FELLOW 
CONSPIRATORS EIGHT 
LUNARS TO ARRANGE 
THIS ILLEGAL 
MEETING. 
a oe. 


UTMOST 
SECRECY HAS BEEN 
NECESSARY. 


FINALLY I STAND IN 

A POD. NO LONGER 

AM I SURROUNDED 
BY VOICES OR 
HOLOGRAMS. 


FOR THE 
FIRST TIME IN 138 
YEARS I’M FACING 
REAL INDIVIDUALS. 

IKE ME. 


WE DECIDE TO REMOVE 
OUR CASINGS 
SIMULTANEOUSLY. 


I AM RXXT OF THE 
ISOLATION POLICE. 
KEEP YOUR CASINGS 
ON, DEGENERATES. 
YOU’RE ALL UNDER 

ARREST. 


‘ATROCITUS, 
KILL, POSSIBLE.” 
WHAT DOES 
THAT MEAN? 


IT THAT YOU'VE < YOU, WHO 
BECOME MY DARK SLAUGHTERED 
. CONFIDANT, MY PEOPLE, A 
SS. CONSTANT 
\4 a REMINDER OF 
HOW I WAS SET 
DOWN A EoAP 


HOw 
FITTING IT IS 
THAT I FIND 
COMFORT IN 
YOUR ROTTING 

CORPSE. 


\ 
NE 
_\ WAY, 


Sil, sy 


| 


ip 


I COULD 
BEAT THE TRUTH 
OUT OF HER. BUT 
SHE'S NOT LIKE 


\ 


WE 


SKALLOX. SHE'D ‘ATROCITUS, RUST WHAT 
FIGHT TO THE KILL.” SHE é “THOUGH?” 

DEATH. DEFINITELY. SAID 4 ET RID O 
MILL." GET RID OF 


HIM? 


xs ny, 
a on 


V7) i\ 
YN 
g 
Yh 
ZT 
J. = 4 
as YY 


~ \y i " 


\\ 
i! 
it 


IT's 
GUESSWORK. 
CONJECTURE. IS 
THAT ENOUGH... TO 
CONDEMN 
HER? 


IS THAT 
| ENOUGH TO-- 
EH? 


BLEEZ/ 
IS THAT YOU? 
COME BACK 
HERE/ 


~ EARTH IN SECTOR 2814. 
| NISRA? SENSE 
UCH R, R SUC THIS MAN’S FAMILY IS 
A SMALL PLANET. STARVING, WHILE THE 
=== | —| GOVERNMENT AND ITS 


AND FATTER. 


IT AM NOT FINISHED 
HERE. FOR IT WAS NOT 
THIS MAN’S CRY OF 
ANGER THAT CALLED ME. 
NO, IT WAS A DEEPER, 
PURER RAGE. 


HIS WIFE, 

FEND FOR HER ENTIRE 
FAMILY AFTER HER 
VIOLENT HUSBAND 
ABANDONED HER. 


THERE IS SO 
MUCH RAGE, SO 
‘| MUCH DEMANDING 
RETRIBUTION. 


\wr' nan, 


wim} 


I CANNOT 

SEE TOIT 

ALL ON MY 
OWN... 


ov ...I WILL 

NEED THE HELP OF 
OTHERS. PERHAPS 
ON THIS WORLD... 


“HELP ME, FOR 
GOD’S SAKE, 
BRO...” 


CALM DOWN, RAY, 
TELL ME WHAT’S 
HAPPENED... 


LAST TIME. * 

I TRIED TO HELP, 
YOU PUNCHED ME 
IN THE FACE. 


I...0 AM 
SORRY ABOUT 
THAT. B-BUT THIS 
IS SERIOUS. 


THEY q 
THINK I TRIED TO 


FIREBOMB BAXTER’S 
HOUSE, MAN...WITH 


f/ YOU DID! 
{ LWAS THERE, 
REMEMBER? 


HE KILLED GRANDDAD. 
I KNOW THREE PEOPLE 
HE’S MUGGED AND 
HE’S NEVER BEEN 
DONE FOR ANY OF 
THEM. 


THE POLICE, 


TO HELP ME, 
MAN. 


“SOMEONE 
HAD TO MAKE 
HIM PAY.” 


I’LL HIDE 
SOMEWHERE. 
SAY YOU HAVEN’T 
SEEN ME. THEY’LL 
BELIEVE YOU. 


I’M NOT 
GOING TO 
DO _THAT, 

RAY. 


THEY’LL ARREST ME. Ril 
IWoAIL, PLE LOSE, 
MY JOB. ZT 
YOU SHOULD 
HAVE THOUGHT 
ABOUT THAT 
BEFORE YOU LET 
YOUR BLIND RAGE 
GET THE BETTER £ 
OF YOU. 


THIS 


a YOU 
=) COLD-HEARTED 
BASTARD! 


J 


THIS IS THE 
POLICE. WE KNOW 
YOU‘RE IN THERE, 

RAYMOND. 


D YES, I 
WILL NEED 
HELP... 


BELIEVE... 
SINK...RAGE... 
RATCHET... 


KILLL 


REVENGEEEE. Wad 
ZILLL...L AM... go 
I AM ZILIUS... 


B-BELIEVE 
MMME...IT AMM 
SKALLOX... LOYAL... 
SERVANT... 


«-eL DON’T 
KNOW WHERE 


I THINK = 
YOU‘RE LYING, 
SKALLOX. I 
TRUSTED YO! 
BUT YOU G 


U, 
YOU GOT # 
DY. 4 2 


AIGHHH/ 
P “| LANCER/ I CAN 
THE LIVES C \ STILL SERVE 
TAKEN, THE BONES LSE 
SNAPPED, THE MINDS 
% BROKEN. 


A 


“REMEMBER... !” 
' t 


te 


4 ‘,.- REMEMBER...” 


a 


wa: 
a 


i i iy a 


ae 
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MY ENEMY. COLD 
EMBODIMENT OF ALL MY 
HATRED AND ANGUISH. 
HE WHO SLAUGHTERED 
MY RACE. HE WHO WAS 
HIMSELF SLAUGHTERED 
BY THE GREEN LANTERN 

NAMED HAL JORDAN. 


KRONA HAS 
GONE. 
SOMEONE’S 
STOLEN HIM 
FROM ME AGAIN. 


OH, 
CONTAIN MY 
JOY. I HEAR 
ATROCITUS 

CALLING. 


<<< ne ae 
/ KRONA, BLEEZ. 


WHERE IS HE? 
WHAT HAVE YOU 


KRONA IS 


MISSING? 
aA 


FOOL. WHAT 
WOULD I WANT 
WITH KRONA’S 

MOLDY OLD 

CORPSE? 


I WAS A FOOL 
TO TRUST YOU. YOU 
PROBABLY THINK 
YOU'RE TOO CLEVER 
FOR ME Now. 


, I BAPTIZE 
YOU IN THE BLOOD 
OCEAN SO YOUR 
THOUGHTS MIGHT BE 
CLEARER. SO THAT YOU 
MIGHT HELP ME IN MY 
MISSION. BUT INSTEAD 
OF HELPING ME WHAT? 
. YOU-- WHAT ARE 
YOU TALKING = 


I KNOW ONLY... 
- THAT I BOOST YOUR 
y INTELLIGENCE... AND 
I DON’T PRETEND KRONA’S BODY 
TO UNDERSTAND THE | GOES MISSING. 
WORKINGS OF YOUR /, ~ 
DEVIOUS MIND. 


I'VE LIVED 

TOO LONG 

TO BELIEVE 
IN THAT. 


WHAT 
F KRONA... ° 


PERHAPS 
» Ctihancee 
™ LL 
wee De A BOOSTING. YOU’VE 
REASON TO REMOve \ OVERLOOKED ONE 
THAT CORPSE? WHO POSSIBILITY. 
ELSE--WHEN YOU AND 
I ARE THE ONLY 
ONES HERE WHO 
CAN REASON? 


UGHHH... AIR... THIN... 

UGHH.--GHHH... | BREATHING... 
K-KEEP...KEEP HARD...UGHHH. 

OVING.... A. HAFF/ HAFF/ 


YES. HE 
COMES. THERE. 
P-PITIFUL 
FOOL... 


I SAW HIM DEAD MANY TIMES. 
I PUNCHED MY FIST THROUGH 
THE MEAT OF HIS BODY AND 
SMELLED THE DECAY. 


BUT THIS IS KRONA. THIS IS A 

GUARDIAN OF THE UNIVERSE 

WHO HAS LIVED BILLIONS OF 
YEARS WITH VAST POWER. WHO 
}| KNOWS WHAT TRICKS THAT OLD 
ROGUE MIGHT HAVE? 


YOU DON’T 
KNOW WHAT 
IT’S LIKE DOWN 
THERE. 


.| BLEEZ IS A PROBLEM. SHE 
8} COULD BE MOST USEFUL TO 
™ 6 ME. YET I DISTRUST HER. 


TO SEARCH 
FOR HIM. 


ZILIUS ZOX, RATCHET 
AND SKALLOX. 4 


_ >a 


=s IT WAS ONLY RECENTLY THAT I SAW HER. A REVELATION 
SUCKED FROM THE NECK OF RED LANTERN SKALLOX. 


THEY'RE YOUR 
DEMONS--YOU DEAL 
WITH THEM. FIND THE 


LESS RED LANTERNS. AND 
AMBIGUOUS... THEN HELP ME SEARCH 
\ FOR KRONA. 


UNFORTUNATELY THE LINES 
OF COMMUNICATION COULD 
HAVE BEEN BETTER... 


UGHHHH... 
GHGHGH... 
ATROCITUS. 
WE MUST... 


UGHH... 

ATROCITUS... 

KILL... POSSIBLE... 
GNNN... 


«OR ARE 
YOU TRYING TO 
GET RID OF ME? 
MAYBE YOU HOPE 
I WON’T MAKE IT 

a ae THIS 


Gia An ore _ 
a “@| THE OCEAN IS DEEP. BUT SOMETHING 
Yas pruevs ou, 1 aioop ccc) awecxoues oars or ric arco] | SRG tng SOM <r? 
Jy CoeSN'T HURT LIKE THE FiRsT TIME. | _— |_ME SOME KIND OF IMMUNITY. } Repro nmeneny Here NOTE Sree ne 
jj : AX KAKK! 
ie : ; > Cl ¥h % 
OTK € 


sal 


A 
CHANGE. A KIND OF SPARK 
RETURNS TO HIS BODy. 
3 
—- 
a2 


I HAVE AN IDEA OF WHAT 
HE IS GOING THROUGH. 


Spek 
tf 


YOUR BELOVED 
MASTER...WILL...  \ 
ATTACK ME...ONCE 
TOO OFTEN... ‘ ; 
LAY 
R g \ 
ISOLATION CLEMENCY, 


AFTER TWO YEARS OF MY 
EIGHTY-YEAR SENTENCE 
THE AUTHORITIES AMPUTATE 
MY TENDRILS, SO I CAN NO 
LONGER FEEL THE TINY 
WORLD OF My CELL. 


ON YEAR FOURTEEN, I GO ON 

A_ HUNGER STRIKE. ROBOTS 

WITH BODIES AS COLD AS ICE 
FORCE DRIPS DOWN MY THROAT. 


IN MY PITIFUL_ DESPAIR, 
EVEN THIS BRUTAL CONTACT 
IS SOME KIND OF COMFORT. 


THE YEARS PASS BUT NEVER 

FAST ENOUGH. EVERY BREATH 

TEARS MY THROAT. THE FOOD \\) 
THEY PUMP INTO ME IS LIKE ACID. | \ 


Tip = BO ri 


T COMPANION IS HATRED. 
PURE HATRED FOR THI 
WORLD. FOR EVERYTHING. 


ON YEAR FORTY THE 
HALLUCINATIONS COME. 


| —_—- 
EXPECT... 


NO...EXPECT 
NO...EXPECT 
NO... 


CLEMENCY... 
EXPECT NO 


FINALLY THE 


HATRED AND 
NOW I LONG 
TO BE ALONE. BUT MY CELL RAGE MUTATES. 
r IS NEVER EMPTY. 
[17 


I NO LONGER 
1) KNOW WHAT’S REAL 
fi OR HALLUCINATIO! 


I FEEL SOMETHING 
GROW FROM My BODY. 
A NEW TENDRIL. 


NO, MORE THAN 
THAT. A NEW LIFE... 


USD LIFELESS, EVEN BY |. 
YSMAULT STANDARDS. 


E DARK SIDE, | 


TH 
THE NIGHT SIDE. 


wou 


RAGGE! OTSTE 
SIGNS OF LIFE. 


WANT HIM TO BE ALIVE. HOW I 
ACHE FOR HIS RESURRECTION. } 


PS. 


SO I CAN 
KILL HIM WITH 
MY OWN TWO 
HANDS. SOT 

CAN WATCH HIS 
EYES AS I-- 


1 A BEING WHO WAS 


RECENTLY DEAD 
MIGHT HAVE? 


THERE 
IS NO USE... 


FIGHTING. 


/ 


"  =--HOW DID 
YOU DO IT? You 


WERE DEAD. YOUR | 
BODY, COLD. a 


‘IT’S ALL 
BLACK...” 


IS, I DON 


 ...BLACKNESS... 
{ "IT WAS ALL 
\ BLACKNESS... 


TELL ME, BLEEZ. 

I CAN’T REMEMBER... 
WHY ARE WE HERE? I TAKE 
IT WE’VE ALL BEEN BROUGHT 
TOGETHER FOR A PURPOSE? 


~ OH YES. WE 
HAVE A PURPOSE. \J 


WE’VE BEEN ‘ 
CREATED TO SEEK 

VENGEANCE. BRUTAL 
JUSTICE FOR THOSE 


MISSION. 


INTERESTING. 
AND WHO DECIDES 


YOU’RE 
TELLING ME, WE 
ARE JUDGE...AND 


EXECUTIONER? 


I LIKE THE IDEA OF 
RETRIBUTION, PURE AND 
SIMPLE. IF I COULD FIND THE 
BASTARDS WHO HURT ME, I 
WOULDN’T NEED NO JUDGE. 


WAIT A MINUTE... 
THERE WAS ANOTHER 
ONE DOWN THERE WITH 
& US. TOUGH-LOOKING 
REEP... 


YOU MEAN 
SKALLOX. AN 


I COULDN’T ee ZS 
FIND HIM. iat 


; 1 eee MY ¢ 
GNNNNNN. SKKK.. WA : 


MUST.. ES KO, 


M) THEY DRAG ME. | 
LANCER, SIR... 
REMEMBER... [& 
ALL MY GOOD 
WORK... ‘ 


= ss = 
SOON, I’M BURNING. ME. 
N| SKALLOX. THE GREAT CRIMINAL 
ree] LANCER’S RIGHT-HAND MAN. Jie 


EASES AFTER A WHILE. BETRAYED. BY LANCER, WHOM I’D 
SERVED FOR SO LONG. 


I WAS TOO ANGRY 
TO FEEL MUCH PAIN. BUT MOST OF MY HATRED IS 
NOT DIRECTED AT LANCER. 


IT’S MY OWN SELF I RAGE AT. 


lO} I REMEMBER NOW. HOW THE IT’S NOT THE FLAMES THAT TEAR AT MY USUALLY CUNNING 
SEARING PAIN OF THE FLAMES ME. IT’S THE IDEA THAT I’VE BEEN MIND FAILED ME/ 
a 


I S-SERVED HIM. 
I KILLED FOR HIM... 
HE BETRAYED ME... 

ME, HIS LOYAL 
SERVANT... 


I KNOW, 
SKALLOX. THE 
UNIVERSE CAN 

BE A REAL 

BITCH. 


I GATHER FROM 
YOUR SPLUTTERINGS 
THAT YOU WERE SOME 

KIND OF KILLER? 


6 A KILLER. 

A TORTURER. A 
CRUSHER OF WILLS. 
BEST IN THE 
BUSINESS... 


x 


DISAPPOINTED. ¥ 
IT SEEMS THAT THE } 
WICKED FEEL RAGE 
AS KEENLY AS THE / 
INNOCENT. 


AND THE 
WICKED TOO ARE 
DEEMED WORTHY 
OF A RED RING. 


WHICH MEANS, 
WHATEVER WE’RE 
DOING HERE, WHAT- 
EVER MISSION WE 
CLAIM TO BE ON, WE 
SHOULDN’T CONFUSE 
IT WITH ANY MORAL 
CRUSADE. 

Sy 


EVER SINCE 
I GOT MY BRAINS 


THEM HURT WITH ALL 
YOUR USELESS TALK. 
NOW SHUT UP OR 
I’LL THROW YOU 
BACK INTO THAT 

OCEAN. 


WHAT WE'RE 
DOING. WE'RE 
HUNTING DOWN 
THE CRIMINAL 


TOGETHER << 
WITH OUR HELLISH 
HATE... WE'LL 


BURN YOU... 


I PERCEIVE A GREAT ANGER... 


TOWARDS WHICH THE RED RING [fX" 
OF RAGE IS HEADED. 


ACROSS THE VASTNESS. 
THAT RACE THAT HARB! 


ORS 


SUCH HATRED... THAT 


WRETCHED LITTLE PLANET... 


y 
as 


as: 
7 = =a 
(a) =z <5 


HOLD THE 
BASTARD! 


AND FINALLY. 


AFTER TWENTY- 
TWO YEARS... 


JACK MOORE 
CONTAINS HIS RAGE 
NO LONGER. 
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JN 1 
4 IDIDNT | 
’ KNOW... 
SUCH PAIN 
EXISTED. 
E> 


me) HOW IS THE 
RING DOING | 
THIS? 


~_A 


MY SPINE JUST 
SNAPPED. 


f 


I’M JACK MOORE. AN 
1 ENGLISH LITERATURE 
STUDENT AT OXFORD... 


| 4 . STEAMING BLOOD 
EXPLODE. 


—* ‘a 4 = f 
s \Qrg@/’ Be 


| 


BETTER CALL AN 
AMBULANCE. 


LOOK AT... 


LOOK AT HIM. ALWAYS GOT Wi@it = 3/7 : ee N-NOW JUST STAY 
Nete RAGE Bal? ye ee Un eee 
AIN’T YOU NORMAL, LIKE Mee |.SONTROLLED. JT HERE SOON. 

YOUR BROTHER? 


WHEN MUM DIED I : 
TOOK REFUGE IN = 
BOOKS. I DIDN’T GET & 
ANGRY. WHATEVER 
THEY DID OR SAID. 


MUST TELL 
THEM...TO STAY 
AWAY... 


ARRGHH! 
M-M... UGGHH... 


F-FUAAAGH! 
HHEEUUGHHH! 


WHERE’S 
THAT DAMNED 
BACKUP? 


Y-YOUR 
BROTHER RESISTED 
ARREST. WE TRIED 


Ze 4 : TO R-RESTRAIN A 
ep 5 Z HIM. Y 
Crs LD yl ( 


YOU THINK YOU’/RE SO 
SPECIAL, BECAUS' 
YOU’RE CLEVER. 


| AE ~ a 


Aj YOU AIN‘T : 
4/CLEVER, MOORE. 


~~ \> 
yy) WS YOU’/RE JUST 
a Md [i] y 


n 


WHAT IS 


IT... 


-I’VE 


BECOME? 


PROUD BLEEZ 
OF HAVANIA. YOU LOST 
YOUR WINGS. YOU LOST 
YOUR VERY MIND. YOU 
ONCE SEETHED... WITH 
INARTICULATE 
RAGE. 


HOME OF THE RED LANTERNS. 


BUT I, 
ATROCITUS, TOOK 
PITY. I RESTORED YOU 
TO INTELLIGENT LIFE... 
SO YOU MIGHT BETTER 
SERVE ME. 


WITH 
DISOBEDIENCE! ; 


RSD THE CORPSE OF ; SKALLOX, 
CURSED KRONA, HE TAKE SOME OF THE 
WHO SLAUGHTERED MY 7 OTHERS AND SEARCH 


ENTIRE SECTOR, HAS 
GONE MISSING... roe re et ee ane 


y iF 1 KNOW 
f THAT DEVIL, 
“ HE’LL ALREADY 


YOU’RE 
LOSING YOUR OLD 
VIGOR, ATROCITUS. 
ONE BLOW FROM 
YOU... SHOULD HAVE 
FINISHED ME. 


M, ATROCITUS 
reer) y.. -) yee, DOESN'T PLAY. 


IAM 
DIFFERENT. MY 
OWN TORN WINGS 
ARE A BADGE 
OF MY... 


you 
WILL... OBEY ME, 
WOMAN. 


ARE TO... F 
MISSION... THEY NEED A 
NEW...AND FRESHER... 
LEADER. — 


YOU HAVE 
PUNISHED HER 
ENOUGH. LET 

HER BE. 


ereee” 


LL Rep 
a SOME OF 
‘| THEM ARE WITH 
7 HER. 


| 


HOW FAR WOULD 
THEY GO? WOULD 
THEY BE WILLING TO 
FIGHT FOR HER? 


BUT SHE HAS 
INFECTED THEM. SHE 
HAS INFECTED ME. 

VICTIMS. A RAGING ARMY OF THE FACT THAT I 
I MADE THE VENGEANCE FIGHTING AM ATROCITUS WAS ff SOMETHING... 
7 FOR THE... ONCE ENOUGH. HAS... 
x CHANGED. 


WHAT AM I DOING? 
WITHOUT EXPLAINING MYSELF? 
ME... YOU'D JUSTIFYING MYSELF? EH} 
ALL STILL BE ACROSS THE SECTORS. SOT } 


HA 
/ 
CENTRAL POWER 
BATTERY AND 
HARNESSED THE . \ 


BAGGNNNING. 


RED SPECTRUM 
_OF RAGE... 


4 GRANDFATHER. |. 
ONT, 
WHEN MY ied ase 
DIED...HE LOOKED 


AFTER US. LIKE 
FATHER. 


Ta * TH 
MY HEAD SPINS BROTHER'S 
WITH CRUEL 4 - VOICE... 

MEMORIES. ; 


aa, WALT , 


I DON’T KNOW 
4 


'\ JACK. IT WAS [=== 
BAXTER. 4 


=—- 


TRY TO RELAX, \ 


CRAZY, BUT 
JACK? HE’S A 
WIMP. 


you worry © 
ABOUT JOHN 
MOORE. 


WE/LL 
TAKE CARE 
OF HIM. 


M 5-JAcK? JACK ff 
MOORE? 
= ‘ : 


. \ 


Sin GE Qo 


\ 


Wei, 
NY 


\ 


L-LOOK, I-I’M 
SORRY, MAN. I DIDN‘T 
WANT TO KILL THE OLD 
BOY. YOU DON’T KNOW 
HOW ROUGH I’VE HAD 

IT, SEE. RUBBISH 
PARENTS, NO HOPE 
OF A JOB. 


IT_AIN’T 


a / 
AK, \~o— = ye wt —< 
v\\ =~ 
——™ 


ms a. 
Veg =p, +a 


y.- 


7 ‘ bic: we WES pan > 3 
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SECTOR bib. 


SO STOP 
SNIVELING.. 


JUST 
REMEMBER, THOSE 
IDIOTS WHO WASTED TIME 
TRYING TO REMOVE THEIR 
YELLOW POWER RINGS WERE 
CAUGHT AND EXECUTED 


IN SINESTRO’S BESIDES 


DO WE REALLY 
NEED TEN 
FINGERS? 


I D-DON’T 
KNOW HOW FILO CAN 
BE SO FLIPPANT 
ABOUT THIS... 
TRAGEDY. 


WE’RE ALL 

MAIMED, AND WE’RE 
PROBABLY THE LAST OF ¥_} 
THE SINESTRO CORPS. 
IT’S ONLY A MATTER OF 

TIME BEFORE WE’RE 
\ HUNTED DOWN 

TOO. 


DOCTOR, GIVE XANTIA_ \ 
LITTLE MORE MEDICATION. 
NOT EVEN SINESTRO WILL 
WANT TO FOLLOW US INTO / 

THIS GODFORSAKEN 4] 

SECTOR. ‘ 


BUILD UP AGAIN. 

PERHAPS THERE 

WILL BE OTHER 
: SURVIVORS 


SOME OF TH 

one rose” ) 

INTERROGATION. of WHR ASE 1g VSS 
iS OVER 


a 
iz ZN 


= 


~al 
—SIT-—< SS 
fo ‘i 


COME “<czg 


ON, BUDDY. I 
-Y “KNOW WHAT 
SH YOU'RE GOING 


AND I WAS JUST 
LIKE YOU 


YOU/RE 
PROBABLY CONFUSED. 
YOU DON’T KNOW 
WHAT’S HAPPENING, 
RIGHT? 


. ~ IT TURNED 
I CAN TELL YOU INTO THIS 
YOU, MAN. A WEIRD THING. THIS RED 


RING SLIPPED ONTO : 
YOUR FINGER. : SANTEE: 


S-SORRY, 
IDDY. 


I’VE GOT ANGER 
MANAGEMENT ISSUES 
MYSELF. FACT, BEING 

THE RATIONAL ONE MAYBE 
IN AN ARGUMENT IS MAYBE THATS 


NEW TERR ORY WHY 1 BECOME 


7] A\ WHAT YOU 


BUT THERE’S A 
WAY BACK FROM 


THE HELL YOU’RE 
IN. IM ae 
TO DAMNED - 


WELL HELP G / THERE'S 
YOU! ) THIS BLUE 

- A) LANTERN, SEE. 

NAME. OF SAINT 
WALKER... 


P-PLEASE... 
HELP... ME 


LANTERN... 
i ACTUALLY 
SPOKE... 


YOU’RE THE 
WEIRDEST DAMNED 
RED LANTERN I’VE 

EVER MET. 


we rc 

SSS SS)? 
ary, 
aS xs 


a 


> 


B-BLEEZ... 
WE SHOULD BE...ON 
THE SAME SIDE. WE ARE 
ALL NOW... ENEMIES OF 
THE GREEN LANTERNS 
AND SINESTRO. 


BE PATIENT, 
FILO. YOUR TURN 
WILL COME 
SOON. 

1h 


— TELL ME THE 
A TRUTH. ¢ 


I T-TOLD YOU. 
S-SINESTRO 
TURNED AGAINST 
US. EXECUTED HIS 
FORMER CORPS. 
HE HAS CHANGED : 
ALLEGIANCE TO , \ » > 
THE GREEN wD ay WHATEVER 
b LANTERNS. ’ “ ee SV THE SINESTRO 
ae I DON’T a 7 ENO \ CORPS DID, WE 
AY ti Wl BELIEVE i DON’T DESERVE 
iT. 4 : A [Ai » THis. 


SINESTRO 
IS UP TO 
SOMETHING. 


; THIS IS WHAT 
IT MEANS TO BE A RED 
LANTERN. OUR FIRST DUTY THEN WE 
IS TO DESTROY THE ONE = musT BE A SERVANT 
WHO WRONGED US, THE TO THE GREAT RAGE. 
VERY SOURCE OF THE RAGE OF ALL THE 
: . mm OPPRESSED AND THE 
A YOUNG WRONGED. 
PRINCESS. CAPTURED. 
SHORN OF HER WINGS. 
HORRIBLY ABUSED. 
TRAUMATIZED. 


NOW THAT I 
CONTROL THE 
RED LANTERNS I 


“SINESTRO. 


SKALLOX, HELP 
ME WITH THIS ONE. I 
THINK I’LL REMOVE HIS 
ESOPHAGUS. 


IT SEEMS 
THE THREAT 
OF TORTURE 

A HAS DRIVEN 


I...1/M 
QUITE SANE. 


NOTION... THAT 
YOU CONTROL 
THE RED 
LANTERNS. 


YOU MIGHT 
CONTROL A FEW 
DISAFFECTED 
CREATURES. BUT I 
HAVE HEARD OF 
ATROCITUS. 


97 


i. ae 
4 “He Ba 
‘ye \ iN ; eg 


ort | As 
NEVER WIN, BLEEZ... YA Wl ATROCITUS ONCE STOOD 


UGH...HE IS TOO... & 
as al NOW... NOW HE’S 
2 \ OF THE MAN WHO COULD 
~ \ MAKE THE UNIVERSE 
: TREMBLE. 4 


NOW HE SPENDS 
HIS DAYS SCURRYING WS 
AROUND THE DIRT OF 


ATROCITUS » 
IS TRAPPED 
IN THE PAST. 


TOMORROW... 
BELONGS TO 
us. 


BLOOD AND RAGE 
OF CRIMSON RED. 
RIPPED FROM A CORPSE 
SO FRESHLY DEAD. 
TOGETHER WITH OUR 


WE'LL BURW 
You ALL, THAT 

16 Your 
FATE! 
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ABYSMUSP 
I BURIED YOU 
CENTURIES 
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LI DUG UP MOkE 

OF YOUR DISCARDED ONES 

AND USED THE REMNANTS 

OF YOUR BLooD MAGIC 

To ial LIFE INTO 
EM. 


DIOWT JUST 

BURY ME, FATHER. 

you aed 
ff. 


THESE 
ARE MY SWEET 
ABYSMORPHS. 


You'Lt FIND 
THAT CONVERSATION 
I6NT THEIR STRONG 

POINT. 


OF COURSE. 
T FLAYED HIM AND ATE 
HIG BODY. HIG POWER 

16 NOW MINE. 
as YO 

7 Fliig (__ WALKIN His 

ay \ SKIN. YOU CARRY 

HIS SMELL. 
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A GET TO KILLING G45 
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WEAKNESS. 
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HERE IS 
ONLY ROOM FOR 
RAGE. 
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ATROCITUS 
(6 DEAD. NOW 
KILL THE RED 
LANTERN. 


RED LANTERN. THAT‘’S 
WHAT THE ONE WITH 
THE GREEN RING WAS 
TRYING TO TELL ME. 


I’M A RED 
LANTERN. 


> — AND BEING A RED 
= LANTERN MEANS 
URE DEAD. 
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ele ody two-shoes forgyour tastes, then their blood 
blood-spilling) nemeses the Red Lanterns,may be more your speed. — Gawker 
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The Green Lantern Corps have existed for millennia, using the power of their will to 
protect the Universe. But the Red Lantern Corps, bearers of the red rings of rage, 
are much newer, and their mission far more destructive. The deadly alien known as 
Atrocitus formed the Red Lanterns to take revenge on the evil Guardian Krona, who 
was responsible for the death of his family and his world. But now Krona is dead, 
and mindless rage is all that the Red Lanterns have left. 


Now, in a universe where so many cry out in anger seeking vengeance, the 
Red Lantern Corps find a new purpose: as the instruments of justice and 
retribution for those who have experienced the same pain that Atrocitus has 
felt. For that, Atrocitus must give his Red Lanterns back their conscious minds. 
Can Atrocitus hold onto his control of the Red Lantern Corps...especially when a 
human from Earth joins their ranks? 


Feel the fury in this electrifying collection from 
writer PE AN (JUSTICE LEAGUE DARK) 
and artist ED BENES (BIRDS OF PREY) that brings 
fresh action to the brand new DC Universe! 
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